






































































BUT, DOffft, I TOLCT\ BUT WHAT 

YUH A HUNDRED I TOWN,TOMT 
TIMES, I'VE GOT A / WHERE 
JOB *1 ANOTHER J DO YOU 






































KEN MAYNARD 



is it Twue, 

TOM? HAVE 
YOU JOINED 
BAOMEN ? 


«OT5 AHEAD/ 


SUDOENLY- 


(SOBi) HAS ^ I’M GOING TO 

MY BROTHER ) RND OUT--- 
TURNED V BY TRAIUNO 
BANDIT ? HIMi 

























KtN MAYNARD 



ins 

with hib uoktninks mm / 


SUFFERIN' 

SAGEBRUSH? 


KtN MW WARD) EH ?M HEAR? 
OR that HOMBRE AN* HOW HE 
OUTBHOOTS ANYBODY i BUT HQ 

CANT STOP A BULLET ._ 

*H HIB RACK ! /srV 


I SPOTTED MOO BARD.' HOW 
ABOUT A LtTTLt TRICK SHOOT- 
MO UKI THI* ? > > --T 

—V yaaa/ 

I / { THAT OURN 

/ .^14.! > 6ALOOT 

I fcfcNW* / AIN'T . 

HUMAN i 


ra WHIP THESE 
HORSES AND MAKE 
'EM BOLT 


THE DRIVER'S WOUNDED: 
I’VE SOT TO STOP THE v 
COACH’--PRONTO /*| 































KEN MAYNARD 

































KEN MAYNARD 



EVERY 

D06G0WE 
ONR 1 


HOW CAM DOZENS OP BADMEN 
KEEP HIDDEN LIKE THAT ? IT’S A 
^MYSTERY, ALL RI6HT l 


GOOD, KEN ! BUT ^ 

I'M WARNING YOU, IT’S 
NOT AN EASY JOB ! ^ 


S .5HERIFF, I’M 
6 TO W 
NO TO TRY 
TO SOLVE THAT > 
MYSTERY 


1 f ?OCKS SHOW NO > 
-lX TRAIL, TARZAN l < 
f WE’LL HAVE TO TURN 
SACK! I RECKON 
THOSE BADMEN DON’T < 
L WANT ANYBODY TO 
LOCATE THEIR SECRET 
CAMP ' , 


BACK TARZAN TOO 
MUCH LEAD FOR US TO 
—.HANDLE! - 


im'- „ 


\y 

4 



A 





































KtN MAYNAJW 























— 


KSN MAYNARD 



SO THE BEST THINS WOW IS To’ 


FOLLOW HIM! HE'LL LEAD MS 
TO the secret hide-out op 
THE OUTLAW BAND l THATS THE 
IMPORTANT ___ 

THINS I y 


KNOCKED ME OUTNO USE 
0AILING THAT STUBBORN 
VOUNS MULE l HE WOULDN'T 

talk : w. ; 


/ WAW? ' 
HE WENT THIS 
WAY —INTO . 
THE BADLANDS' 


,'WARrilNG/ 

J KEEP OUT / 

NOBOOV HAS i 
COME OUT r 
ALIVE J \ 


TO COUNT ? I DON'T 
,, SET IT ' 





























KCN MAVNARff 



NOW I BEE WHY TOM COUNTED THIS STEAM 
GEYSER ERUPTS REGULARLY LIKE OLD FAITHFUL-' 


HORSE LEAPS AWAY 


JUST MISSED US; 
GOOD OLD TARZAN 


On THE PITCH DARKNESS, KEN MAYNARD 
DOES NOT KNOW THAT HIS NEXT STEP WILL 
PLUNGE HIM DOWN INTO A PIT FROM WHICH 
RISES THE DEADLY HISS OP WAmNGRATTLt- 
SNAKES WILL THE NATURAL HORRORS OP THE 
BADLANDS CLAIM THE GREAT HERO POR THEIR 
VICTIM 1 TURN TO THE NEXT THRtLUHS 
CHAPTER. 

































THE SILENT RANCHER 



By John Martin 


W HEN on vacation, Sheriff Tim Beck¬ 
with always took his time. He cantered 
out of Stonsy Gulch at a leisurely pace and 
headed for the county line. About twenty miles 
south of it, in a small hollow in the hills, 
was the bailiwick of his brother, Sheriff Bob 
Beckwith. The townsfolk called the place by 
she only appropriate name, Hollow. 

By ten o'clock in the morning over the rise 
of a low range of hills, Tim could see Hol¬ 
low. An instant later, a gun roared. He had 
time only to glance up and see a figure on a 
horse biasing away at him over a far rise. 
Tin* tried to swing his cayuse, Betsy, around 
but the second shot hit his saddlehorn, bounced 
off it and then off a shiny brass stud on Bet¬ 
sy’s harness. Betsy, despite Tim’s urgent re¬ 
quests to step, hit the only trail possible— 
away from the shooting. Half an hour later, 
as soon as she hit the environs of Hollow, she 
•lowed down. 

Sheriff Bob Beckwith came out of his office 
chewing on an apple and holding a book in 
one hand just as Betsy, breathing heavily, came 
trotting up, carrying her load of thunder- 
ating Sheriff. 

** ’Morning, Tim,” Bob Beckwith observed 
mildly. "Wasn’t expecting you until way after 
noon according to your post card.” 

Tim stared at him, red-faced. “I’d a got 
here a lot sooner if you’d get off those jeans 
of yours and keep your townsfolk and nest- 
ore from shooting a body’s head off 1” he roared. 

Bob took another bite of apple and started 
chewing thoughtfully. "That so?” he said, 
and escorted his fuming brother inside. 

After Tim had explained over a cup of cof¬ 
fee, Bob chuckled. He put his feet up on his 
desk and returned his book to the shelf in 
back of the desk. Tim leaned forward and 
began reading off titles, following each with 
• loud acclamation of dismay. When he came 
to the end of the list, he banged his fist on 
the desk. 

"Cowboy and Indian stories 1 Aren’t you 
ashamed, Bob, reading trash like that?" 

"Helps pass the time,” Bob said. He built 
a quirley, handed it to Tim and began build¬ 
ing one for himself. 

"’Stead of passing the time doing nothing, 
you ought to be greasing saddle leather and 
earning your pay!” Tim grumbled. He put 



the quirley in his mouth, lit it and started 
to puff when the window to hi* left suddenly 
shattered. So did his quirley. 

Tim stared, first out at the window at a 
tiny figure furiously vanishing over the rise 
on a cayuse, then back at Bob who hadn’t 
moved. He sat there smoking quietly. 

“Well, that does it! Everything’s upside 
down!” Tim said. “I never thought I’d tee 
the day when you’d show the white . . .” 

“Don’t say it, Tim," Bob said suddenly, get¬ 
ting up. “Don’t say anything you’ll be ashamed 
of later,” He pointed out the window. “That’s 
been going on since I had to announce at the 
town meeting last month that all land-granta 
hereabouts were going to be re-examined!” 

"That, happened in Stoney Gulch, too," Tim 
boomed, exasperated. “But the state land of¬ 
fice cancelled its order. They sent me a bunch 
of notices to that effect, telling folks no one 
was taking away their land. Soon as I posted 
them up, everything was quiet I” 

Bob began buckling on his gun belt. "I 
posted up the notices, too, but one of our 
citizens refused to be convinced. But he’s 
only gunning for lawmen and doesn’t hurt 
anybody else. He’s been shqoting at me every 
morning, but I can’t find him. No hide-outs 
for twenty miles around.” 

Tim paced the room. 

"Then it’s got to be one of the ranchers, 
nesters or townsfolk." 

Bob smiled. He checked the cylinders of 
his guns. 

“I know that.” he said. "In fact, I even 
know the initials of the waddy who does it!” 

"What!” roared Tim. “Then why don’t you 
arrest the dirty rock-toad?” 

For answer, Bob took five pieces of paper 
from his desk drawer. They were dirty and 
folded and on each one of them, Tim read 
a clumsily scrawled capital N. 

"I found ons of these pushed under ths 
office door every morning that waddy took a 
shot at me. Trouble is, there’s about fifteen 
families in the valley and around Hollow 
whose names start with ‘N.’ You got any sug¬ 
gestions?" concluded Bob, grinning. 

“I'd round them up and . . Tim paused, 
as Bob burst out laughing. “Sure, and get aued 
in ths county court for every penny you hadl 
Nope, Tim. I'm doing it the quiet way, uy* 


KEN MAYNARD 


ing to reason out who this waddy is. If you 
want to help, you can do it your way. But 
keep me out of court!” 

Tim jammed on his hat and strode to the 
door. 

“I’ll help, all right. Right now! I’m going 
to trail that galoot on Betsy over that rise!” 
Minutes later, both brothers were riding off 
in opposite directions. 

Late that evening, Tim came back disgrun¬ 
tled. He’d spent the first day of his vacation 
on an utterly fruitless trail that had petered 
out in the hard, rocky flats. He found his 
brother, Bob, finishing a good meal of pork 
chops on his desk and already equipped for 
another foray. 

“You look as if you had a good day,” Tim 
said gloomily. He speared an extra chop and 
wolfed it down. 

“Pretty good,” Bob said, smiling. “Fact is, 
I was going to ask you to help me on the 
arrest. Never mind any questions, now. Come 
on. You’re a man of action.” Bob grinned 
broadly as they went out the dopr. “With 
no time for anything else, as I recall,” 

They rode quickly out of town, in the direc¬ 
tion Bob had taken in the late morning. Tim 
looked sidewise at his brother quizzically, but 
said nothing until they came in sight of a 
small, isolated ranch house, with one kerosemr 
lamp burning in the kitchen. 

“There it is,” Bob said. “And the man we 
want is inside.” He laid a hand on his brother’s 
arm. “Now listen, Tim, there’s one thing I 
want you to promise me.” His brother nodded 
sourly and Bob continued. “No matter what 
happens, I don’t want you to hurt the waddy 
we’re after. No gun play—understand ?” 

"Why in tarnation not, Bob?” Tim asked, 
astonished. 

“Because the man we want isn’t a criminal. 
He isn't crazy, either, but he doesn’t know 
what he’s doing!” 

Tim stared thunderstruck. He ; almost fell 
backward off his saddle, but Bob rode forward 
to a line of cottonwoods,, dismounted and 
tethered his cayuse. Tim grabbed at his arm. 

“Bob, you’re plumb off your head!" . 

“No I’m not, Tim, and . . . duck!” 

The door of the ranch house had opened 
suddenly and two six-guns held by a man, 
plainly outlined in the doorway, spat slugs 
toward them. Tim’s hat went flying. Bob pulled 
him down to a crouching position. Then, under 
a hail of bullets, they dodged forward to the 
shelter of a chicken coop. 

“We’ll have to grab his guns, u . Bob said. 
"You take the front door. I’ll take the kitchen. 


When I fire a shot in the air we’ll both bust 
in and go for him.” 

Tim shook his head sadly. "Okay, Bob. Any¬ 
thing to humor a brother of mine!” He disap¬ 
peared around the corner of the house, hug¬ 
ging the ground. 

Bob waited for Tim to reach the frorft door, 
then crept out toward the kitchen. From an 
open kitchen window more slugs poured to¬ 
ward the coop. 

"You skedaddle out of here, Sheriff—’less 
you want a dose of lead poisoning!” the man 
shouted angrily through the door. 

Bob reached the house, flattened himself 
against the wall and quietly edged toward 
the kitchen door. Then he fired a shot and 
kicked in the door. Through the kitchen, he 
saw Tim hurtling in and the rancher, caught 
in the middle, instantaneously confused, not 
knowing where to shoot. 

He went down as both brothers tackled 
him. Then Tim got a grip on his arms. It 
took Bob only an instant to grab his guns. 
Suddenly the man rose to his feet. 

“You’re only postponing the time when I’ll 
get you, Sheriff! And all the rest of you swin¬ 
dling lawmen!” he growled at Bob. But Bob 
laughed. 

"Look, Jared, I know what you’re sore about. 
But the state’s settled everything. Your land 
claim’s safe!" 

The man’s face cleared. "Then why in thun- 
deration didn’t somebody tell me? I ain’t been 
in town since I heard about the trouble.” 

“Can’t you read, you galoot?” demanded 
Tim. "Bob posted up notices everywhere!” 

Bob chuckled. “Meet Jared Zebulon, Tim,” 
Bob said. “He can’t read but he’s a good 
rancher. In fact, he was honest enough to 
leave his identification with me five times. 
The only identification he knew — his own 
>‘ initial.” 

Tim stared incredulously. “But his last name 
doesn’t begin with an ‘N.’ It starts with a ‘Z’.” 

UESS we ought to learn to read bet¬ 
ter then, Tim,” Bob said. “I figgered 
out finally, that the only man who could hold 
a grudge about his land had to be one who 
couldn’t read my posters. When I rode out 
this afternoon, I found out from Jared’s neigh¬ 
bors he hadn’t seen any of them for a month, 
so they couldn’t have told him everything 
was okay. I knew Jared couldn’t read, but 
his name started with a ‘Z.’ It was when you 
said everything was upside down that I real¬ 
ized that a *Z’ is just an ‘N’ sideways!’^ 

THE END 


MN MAYNARD 



CHAPTER TWO 

m OUTLAW'S TRAIL 


£->ECRETLY FOLLOWING TOM 
WAYNE THROUGH THE BADLANDS, 
KEN MAYNARD IS UNAWARE OF 
ALL THE DANGERS IN HI5 PATH, 
AND SUDDENLY PLUNGES INTO 
A FATAL PIT l y 


WHEW.' THANKS, OLD PARC' 
LUCKY THING I WAS USED TO 
THE DARKNESS ENOUGH TO 
SEE THE REINS 
DANGLING l JKM 


I CAUGHT THE 




















KIN MAYNARD 



* I'M BEGINNING TO SEE IT ALL^ 

TWS IS THE ROUTE THROUGH THE 
BADLANDS TO THE OUTLAWS' HIDE¬ 
OUT / THEY FIGURE NOBODY COULD 
TRAIL THEM IN THIS MAZE I THEY . 
WORKED OUT A SYSTEM FOR 
GETTING THROUGH SAFELY/ 


iSPUTAT THE OTHER END OF ' 

VALLEY, KEN MA/NARD DOES 
KNOW THAT TOM CARRIED A 
FIREBRAND THROUGH l 


BUT I'M GOING ON AND TAKE MY 
CHANCES —NO MATTER WHAT 
I RUN INTO NEXT i __ 


COULDN'T GET THROUGH 
WITHOUT THIS i ._« 


A CUN IS USELES5 i 
WE’RE IN BAD TROUBLE, 
TARZAN CAN YOU < 
THINK OF ANYTHING 
MORE HORRIBLE THAN 
BEING BATSN _/ 


YULTUKBS ! ANO 
50 MANY OF THEM 
THEY DARE TO 

ATTACK YOU __ 

ALIVE 





































KIN MAYNARD 









































I've oor to investigate this earn Pi if* i 

DIRT INTO MV FACe. I SHOULD RASS FOR 
ANOTHER BADMAN ! I'LL SLIP INTO . 

TOWN AND LOOK AROUND.' ' 









































KIM MAYNARD 



THINGS IS TOO QUIET.' W»WT X 

HAD A COUPLE OF _ __ 

LOW-DOWN .r-THEY V 

HONEST < EVEN HAVE AN 
SHERIFFS ) OUTLAW MARSHAi.1 
TO HANG.V- THEY COPIED A 
■—I t~t -— REGULAR TOWN TO 
||\ K THE LAST DETAIL--BUT 
IVl-A. ALL IN REVERSE * 


HMMSEEMS THESE BAOMBN 
DON'T COTTON TO MB AT 
ALL I I FEEL 

HONORED -- rwANTSD/ 
IN A HORRIBLE j 
SORT OAVWtj 


aahsmal 


KEN MAYNARD 

TUB wcutsr 
. »ooaMAM or au. 

\ B >6 REWARD 

I* FROM OVTLM* 


SYSTEM FOR GETTIN T THROUGH 
THE BADLANDS, I FlGGERED - 
WHY NOT BUILD A 
TOWN FOR BAD- f^N 

MEN HERS ? -— 


WILD 8( 
80LTC 

marsh; 


AND WE'VE GOT ALL THE SHERIPFa 
STUMPED WHERE WE GO I EVEN 
THAT LOW-DOWN KEN MAYNARD 
CAN'T TRAIL US HERE' AIN'T / 
THAT GREAT? HAW,HAW, S 
HJAAAAA/ - - 


















































KCN MAYNARD 












































BAUMAN COT 


SEEMS THEY POOL ALL THEIR 
LOOT A NO THEY'VE ALREADY 
GOT MORE THAN ANY ^ J 
OTHER TOWN ' ^ 


GUNSMITH 


^ NO.' YOU'VE SOT 

) ME WRONGI 
' DIDN'T DO ANY 
ROBBING OR / 
KILLING i 7 


I JUST WORK AS A BLACKSMITH FOR THEM / 

CM NO BANDIT; BUT I - - - 

WHERE X WORKEO-*- 
BAOMAN CITY.' BUT I 
EARN MY - 

HONESTL> 


SO YOU WERE DECEIVING YOUR 
POOR 5I6TER ALL THE TIME, 
TOM 1 YOU ARE ONE OF ^ 
.THE OUTLAWS ! 


HONESTW f 














































KEN MAYNARD 



YES,YOU HAVE,TQM.' BY NOT 
REVEALING THIS PLACE TO the 
SHERIFF .' DON'T YOU REALIZE^- 

THESE 0ADMEN ,-—— 

ARE SMASHING / GOSH, I-T 1 
ALL LAW AND / FEEL GUILTY i 
ORDER HERE- Ay NOW.' 
abouts f 


THEY PAY ME BETTER THAN 
ANY JOB BACK HOME X 
SOT THIS JOB WHEN ONE 
OUTLAW STOPPED AT THE 
RANCH WITH A LAME 
H0R5E WHEN X FIXED 
THE SHOE,HE OFFERED 
ME THIS JOB IN BAOMAN 
CITY---AND I ACCEPTED.' 
I HAVEN'T, BROKEN 
THE LAW i 


BUT YOU'RE SETTING PAID OFF IN 
STOLEN MONEY,TOM' MONEY 

COVERED WITH ---7-—-—« 

BLOOD.' THAT'5 ) BAH i DON'T 
WRONG/ LECTURE A: .' 

MONEY IS MONEY 

i ac. vnn 


But &SN IS WRONG 


: TOM.' HI'S JUST A 
kDSTRONG i MISGUIDED 
YOUNG POOL, TAKING 
S. THIS JOB FOR BIO 
\ PA/ l BUT HE'5 
V SEEING THE LIGHT 
Vi NOW.' HE'LL 

EWING A</Wrt/ 
ANO HELP 

-^ V ME ROUND 

^ UP THE 


NO.' OUR RANCH IS 
MORTGAGED AND WE 
NEED BIG MONEY 
GET GOING, KEN 
MAYNARD ' 


y I HEARD THE NAME AS I WAS PASSING 


Suddenly, uke the hiss op 


so yuh car into town to spy on us, ei 

I'M GLAD YUH DID, PARD .' BECAUSE NOW 
BADMAN CITY CAN HAVE A 

.BIG HAW6IM&.' 


KEN MAYNARD 
TRAPPED IN 
THE STRANGE 
STRONGHOLD \ 
OF THE „ 
OUTLAWS ? 

WILL HE 
DANGLE AT THE 
END OF A 

rope for all 

of BADMAN 
CITY’S LAWLESS 
CITIZENS TO 
ENJOY ? 

READ THE NEXT 
THP/CUMC 

chapter of 

the mvst&w 

OF a ADM AN 
ctry : 


WAAL, WAAL .' KEN 
MAYNARD, EH ? 
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CHAPTER THREE 

GUNMEN'S BATTLEGROUND 


''I'VE GOT THE 
DROP ONI YUH; 

KEN MAYNARD l 7D55 l-N 
YORE SHOOTIN 1 IRON 7' 
AWAY ANO COME ALONG.' 
WE'LL STRING YUH UP Nice 
AMD PRETTY l HA, HA.' > 


Spying through badman ary, 

KEN MAYNARD IS FINALLY CAUGHT 
AND CAPTURED BY WILD BULL BOLTON, 
THE OUTLAW LEADER AND MARSHAL 
OF THE BANOIT TOWN i 


WILL YOU ? NOT IF I JERK 
BACK HARD ON THE ROPE 

























KEN MAYNARD 



rVE GOT TO ESCAPE TOWN/ 

WELL, TDM ? ARE YOU y 
WITH ME Of? AGAINST / 
v ME ? f 


TICKLE CLOUDS, YUH 
ORNERY BUCKAROO 2 
YUH CAN'T OUTGUN 
US ALL 


HANGING'S TOO GOOD FOR YUH RIGHT 
WOW, YUH POLECAT > I'M LOCKIN'YUH . 
M TUB HOOSEGOW OVERNIGHT j-r *1 


WE'RE GONNA MAKE A MONKEY 
OUTTA YUH , MAYNARD ' WAIT'LL. 
YUH SEE WHAT WE GOT LlNEO 
UP FOR YUH ' BEFORE WE'RE 
THROUGH, YO'RE GONNA WISH 

YUH WERE DEAD.' _-, 

" a *ha,«a; 


NO FOOD ! NO COT l NO 
ESCAPE l AND WHAT ARS THSV 

COOKING UP FOR MB ^_, 

.TOMORROW ? ..ABBBfflji 


LINE UP, MEN ! KEN MAYNARD 
IS GONNA POLISH ALL OUR 
BOOTS -t HAflAflAl -- 

















































KEN MAYNARD 



tpHl SADISTIC SPORT OF THE BAPMEN CONTINUES^ 


*AN6/ 


NOW FOR A LITTLE RODEO STUFF 
LIKE ROPING STEERS l _- 


PAKICli /V\I6 TbR • 
DANCE! HO, MO, HO.' 


AIN'T THIS GREAT 
FUN, PAROS ? j* 


TOUGH GUV, EH ? WE'LL SEE 
NEXT, A TIGHT-ROPE ACT A 
VUH'VE GOTTA DO IB CROSS 
THAT ROPE WITHOUT PALLIN' 

OFF AND BREAKING ^- 

TORE NECK !>~—- 


TARGET PRACTICE, MEN ! BUT 
DON'T HIT HIM l JUST SCAI 
HIM AND MAKE HIM FALL , 































KSN MftVtfAKd 


YUH'Vfi SOT YORE BARE HAND* 
TO FIGHT HIM WITH, MAVNARDi 
WHAT MORE DO Y(JH WANT ? 
HAW, HAW, HAW.' tepl 


THAT CAT’LL CLAW HIM TO RIBBONS 

Hrs finished: -- 


/whin he jumps again, 


I’VE GOT TO JUMP AT 
TW* SAME INSTANT... 
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) PRETTY COCKY, 1 

< AIN'T YUH ? BUT 
] WE'LL FIX YUH 
/ NOW l TAKE HIM 

/to the court¬ 
room ! Hg'LLsrr 

A FAIR TRIAL BE¬ 
FORE WE WANG 
HIM' - -— 


CHOKE HIM SENSELESS.' 


GUILTY, JUDGE ' 
GUILTY OF HELPING 
LAW AND ORDER ! 


Soon, a mock trial is help by the baombn, 

A5iHgpgiso>jgRA>jD _ 

'f " i ' I GENTLEMEN, this hyar lcw-pow* 
SNAKE HAS BEEN AIOING THE LAV* HI HAS 

CAPTURED BADMEN DOING THEIR ,- 

DUTY, ROBBING AND KILLING J HB J 


^CENTS OF THE 
JURY i YUH HAVE 
HEARD THE EVIDENCE 
AGAINST THIS HUMAN 
COYOTE I WHAT IS 
YORB VERDICT ? V 


FOR AIDING THE LAW AND 
OPPOSING CRIME, I HEREBY 
SENTENCE YUH TO HANG .' 
AND YUH HAD A FAIR 
TRIAL.' HAW,HAW, 0 

■-, HAW/ y\\ 


But THE MOCKERY SOON BEC0ME5 GRIM 

REALITY FOR KEN M^YNARPi 


ANY LAST WORDS, 
KEN MAYNARD? 







































WN MAVMAAO 



what m there tosav ? i 
beckon i'm done for l hey, 

WHAT'S THAT SAILING THROUGH 
THi AIR *» LOOKS LIKE , 

A - HORSESHOE l 


\wkkkkh, 


I COULDN'T STAND By AND LET 
THEM STRING YUW UP, KEN > 
MAVNARD : I'M WITH 
VUH NOW l ^ I V. 


HORSESHOES ARE GOOD LUCK i BUT 
THEV'RE BAD LUCK FOR YOU OWL- 
HOOTS RIGHT NOW' VIP,YIP, 
fcs-_ i VAAAAa? T 


EXCEPT FOR MY HIDDEN BOOT 
GUN l ITS GOT. ONLY ONE , 
, SHOT.' 


TOW—AND I HAVEN'T 
GOT A GUN ' 





























KCN MAYNAAB 



I CACHED MY HOUSE HERE 
KEEP 30<W<3,TOM j 


HOW OUT OP TOWN, 
TOM I HURRY 


V#Oww/ 


BUT THERE IS SWIFT POSStKT PROM BAPMAH CITY? 


GOOD ! NOW LET S GO. 

BITE WIND, 

'—l TARZAN i ^ 


IT DELAYED US LIGHTING THESE 
FIREBRANDS TO WARO OFF 
THE VULTURES THEY’RE 
SAINING ON US, KEN. 1 / ^ 
































KEN MAYNARD 



HERE 


EMPTY ! I'VE SOT TO RUN 
FOR IT NOW, TARZAN 1^ 


I CAN SEE YOU, BUT 
VOU CAN'T SEE ME l 


and ONE remaining hazard of the badlands 

TRAPS KEN MAYNARD AS THE PURSUIT CON¬ 
TINUES BEYOND THE CAVE < 


RIGHTS l ALTOGETHER,MEN. 
RIOOLE HIM FULLOF HOLE S' 














































AND WHEN THE GEYSER »E# / RIDE DOWN 

DOWN AMOMENT LATER... /Those ORNERY 
- - "pa -- i." f COYOTES, MEN / 


YaVvV- 


yaaaa/ 


THAT'S A JOKE 
J BADMAN CITY 
WAS NEVER ON 
*g* THE MAP' 


YOU WON'T BE IN JAIL LONG, 
TOM J FOR HELPING HIM EXPOS* 
BADMAN CITY, KEN MAYNARD 

RECOMMENDED A LIGHT ,-- 

SENTENCE FOR YOU l S NO, 

BESIDES, YOU J- -- JUST 

DIDN'T ROBi—'WORKED THERE,. 
OR KILL i J BUT 1 SHOULD 

V_ r~f HAVE TOLD THE , 

\ a, SHERIFF ABOUT IT/ 


erv\ ur, 

I'LL GITAWAY 


SAYS YOU, 

’ WILO BULL 
BOLTON 1 LET'S 
PLAY RODEO AGAIN 
.THIS TIME YOU'RE 
fc THE STEER] 


IT SURE WAS A LUCKY DAY FOR ME 
WHEN I MET KEN MAYNARDHE 
STRAIGHTENED ME OUT.' I’LL NEVER 
GET MIXED UP LIKE THAT AGAIN l 


TELL THEM THANKS FOR THE HONOR 
SHERIFF ! BITE WIND. TARZAN ' 
WE'VE GOT A DATE WITH MORE J 
ADVENTURE, SOMEWHERE ... 





rt 



V \-/fj 


|Pf 






• | ip 






|| « 


























































KEN MAYNARD 



ThtE hlARROW 
PASS 


YA-TATA 


^VH«y.YUH l Vi 
0<3NT YUH TAW 
FUNNY PACB OP 

and oerouT o 



NOTHING except J 

that I WAS < 
WONDERING WHAT 
the horse looks 
UK£ WITHOUT \T!j 


HOLD ON I THAT'S AN ^ 

INSULT TO US HORSES.' 

I DON'T VOU GO INSULTING 
1 HORSES OR I'LL KICK 
YORK BRAINS OUT' 


A TALKING UORSa'.. 
BUT IT CAN'T BE 
THE RIDER MUST BE 
A VENTRILOQUIST 


J JEETER HASN'T GOT 1 
/ BRAINS ENOUGH TO 
THROW HIS OWN VOICE 
OUT OF HIS MOUTH LET 
ALONE THROW ONE IN ME! 























KEN MAYNARD 



THAT'S A 
FACT' , 


WHAT'S 
BETTER 
ABOUT 
THAT ? 


I CAW DO EVEN BETTER 
THAW THAT l r CAN PULL 
A SKUNK OUT OF A 
TOP HAT i 


A MAGICIAN DISAPPEAR BEFORE 


' T BECAUSE THE 
/ EARN'S ONE WILE 
LONG ANO ONLV A 
HALF-INCH WIDE 
































KtU MAYNARD 



HE HAS NOTHING IN 
I HIS NOODLE SO HE 
' LIKES TO KEEP LOT* 
OP -'EM AROUND i 


A VANILLA 
CAKE IS NO 


\ IF YUH DON'T ©ET OUT 
J OF MY WAY/ EVEN A 
' VANILLA CAKE WILL LOOK 
LIKE CHOCOLATE TO YUH / 





























ION MAYNAHO 
































































































EEN MAYNARD 


FAMED COWBOY HERO 
OF THE SILVER SCREEN 




